JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT
The French are a f{ stuffy " nation ; but they do hang their
bedding out of the windows in the morning to air. This is more
than can be said of the English.
I go to Paris to-morrow, with some regret. I could easily
become a countryman completely.
Saturday, March iSth.
Kelly gave me a notion for a dramatic situation the other day:
two people married who find themselves brother and sister. I
saw I could turn it into a good unprintable short story. While
I was talking to Davray on Thursday at tea, the thing suddenly
presented itself to me as a play for the Grand Guignol, and
changing the conversation abruptly, I told him I had a subject
for a play for the Grand GuignoL I saw the whole play, in
two acts, like a flash, and I described it to him. He said: " We
ought to do that together/* At 6.30 I began to write the first
act. I had to meet VaH.ee * at dinner at 7.30. I worked from
10,30 to 11.30 p.m., and yesterday for 25 minutes, and I had
finished a full draft of the first act. I read it to Davray last
night at the Nouvelle Athenes in the Place Pigalle, and he was
much struck by it. I propose to write the second act to-day.
Davray will re-write it in French. I have written it part in
French and part in English.
Sunday, March ngth.
I finished the play, " Que Faire ? " yesterday afternoon. At
night I went with Raphael to see " Ther&se Raquin ", with Aimee
Tessandier as the mother. She was certainly very fine. Most
of the rest of the performance was ignoble. Raphael, who lives
in the same house as she does, told me that she started life in
Bordeaux, The play is a good play spoilt by clumsiness. I
didn't go to bed till 2 o'clock, and then had to read The Times.
Tuesday, March zxst.
I went to see Docteur L. yesterday.   He has a flat on the en-
tresol in the rue Marboeuf, en plein quartier chic.   The door was
opened by a rather agreeable, but not excessivement chic, girl,
who politely picked up a pencil which I dropped.   She showed
me into a fairly spacious waiting-room horribly and character-
istically famished.   A crimson plushy carpet all over the floor,
* His doctor friend at Fontainebleau.
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